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The Swing-out Cabal twisted this line of 
thinkings Into a demented, course, and 
'arrogant bastardization of Black Conspiracy. 

I Anything outside what I have transcribed as 
fact shall be considered the lines 
separation. Therefore, when Felix 
VanDernooven and Otto Sloufberrle* took on 
the matter of fate and attempted to mold It 
into a revenge devise, the time balance 
indicator (spoken of at great length In 
Tibetan Mythological Symbol Ian by 6.6. Libby) 
[was slightly upset enough to threaten the 
lole of the Wheeled Program set undeniably 
into motion, by the Lodge of the Dark Cloak, 
|months previous. Factors and variables too 
complex to go into at any great length at 
this time, all had to be taken Into full 
account before the Master took any steps at 
Intervention. The decision to Intervene was 
issued upon the waxing of the Blood Moon, 
1934. Handed down from pontiffs to parish 
officials the scrolls of Incantations and 
rites of action, finally fell Into the hands 
of those willing to take the steps 
necessary action - The Shadow Sect of Octi 
Phi, hence forth incorporated Into 
Slowing Lodge of the Gray Owl and the more 
elusive underground organization Society of 
Sneezus Crust/RIHE. The scrolls were 
translated and passed onto operatives working 
In and around Hollywood, Rome, and Frankfurt. 
Although It becomes difficult to trace the 
actual dealings that were prescribed by the 
scrolls It is not so difficult to determine 
their overall lasting effect - World War fro. 
The underscoring effect little noted by 
conventional non-cabal 1st historians is that 
of the succession of the White Lodge 
Leadership. Following the folk legends 
through a contradictory maze of suggested 
innuendo, hear-say, and outrl^it lies one 
stumbles upon the beginnings of the ultimate 
mindfuck ever conceived by a mere mortal. 
Yes, its true that the Ancients have been 
pulling the wool over our eyes and leading us 
down darkened tunnels since the frightful 
crash landing of our ancestors, but this Is 
the first noted time that a mere humanoid was 
arrogant enough to strive toward this end. 
Yet, th is minor digression Is unfounded Just 


yet, for we were "considering" the rather far 
reaching complications so brought about by 
more Integral organizations than that of the 
9 -out Cabal. 

Looking back to the founding of this" 
aall exclusive sect one will find behind it 
two somewhat dill IIluminaries namely Felix 
VanDernooven and Otto Sloulberrle, two 
extremely wealthy rural Industrialists fond 

f jt)ver3lve Political stirring and 
little boy's buttocks - otherwise 
conservatives in the purest sense of the 
> word. Regardless, they took it upon 
themselves after having been indoctrinated 
into the Lodge of The Dark Cloak by Geuseppl 


















I DIHlng© In 1921 to breakfra!nKother 
igroup and begin meeting outside supervision. 

JTheir petty activities Included at first 
Islople chapbooks and revolutionary pamphlets, 

I credited to the Bother Sodom and Sister 
[Sadist Society For Preventive Birth Control. 

[Eventually, their secret dealings were 
I discovered by the leaders of the Dark Cloak 
Ivrto abverted the two for awhile by busing 
I them In meaningless tasks of preparation for 
I the coming elections. This quieted the two 
Ifor a short time, but then later In 1932 the 
I two began publishing and distributing the 
(Journal of Shadow Whispering. Mainly aimed at 
school children between the ages of 5 and 12 
[the paper consisted of colouring pages and 
connect-the-dots revealing the highest from 
of perversion at the time. This time thou* 

I the Dark Cloak opted rather than once again 
(incorporate the two Increasingly 
(uncontrollable elements into sanctioned 

l2fi iVl 5 i f S °? the Lod9C ' ex P elled ^em. Which 
Idid not In the least seem to slow their 

■ activities, if anything it seemed to hel*ten 
I them. The two now had a direct target to 
(point their scorn, blame, and cast all sorts 
of accusations - the lodge of the Dark Cloak. 

I At once they published a pamphlet accusing 
the Lodge for all sorts of national problems 
- debt, unemployment, high Inflation, crime, 
bad radio programs Just about everything was 

(attributed to the 'extremely powerful and 

■ extravagantly opulent members of this 

secret organization - THE LODGE OF 
(THE DARI CLOAI.* Within one year the national 
(attention had become submerged in subversive 
covert skuldruggery, the mass media ran page 
(after page of misinformation fueled by the 
head to the National Newspaper and the Chief 
Radio Prodicer - VanDernooven and Sloulberrle 
respectively. Ingenious as they were they 
were no match for the skillful organization "MT 

the 

1 traditional Lodge, the furry of outraae 

Ifew^Mt 1 !? had ,i en broken ^ to Just , 

tei*HOT[!2 I^ i i' xpo * *"* Plan of 
played a ID,nor role in 

.... plMW<l ta <ull » “"cow tin 

"°Sf-“Mon In '»ft U wTST - 
stages for the rise of aDDeasm»nf 

»<• imi.TTroM S, 

iMte LodgeJiadjosltloned in Germany. So the 


presses ran and the story broke, almost 

upsetting the time table thusly throwing the 
^ttmejjalance indicator out of wack. But, the 
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population nad growen tied of hearing of 
conspiracy, corruption, and suspected 
larceny; afterall they had been oversaturated 
and further socialized by the Lodge since the 
initial outbreak of fear and outrage in 
mid-1933. A few weeks after the first 
sightings of any sort of threat the two were 
eliminated. VanDernooven disappeared 
returning from work on the winter eve of 
December 6, 1934 and Sloulberrle was arrested 
in a brothel and hanged some months after on 
the somewhat trumped-up dual charge of rape 
and sodomy. 

Although even with the two main 
dissenters out of circula tion, a few clogs _ 
had been stuck into the Great Plan. For oneT 
they had focused considerable attention of 
some already suspicious power brokers in the 
US, who were either imnune to the Lodge's 
powerful propaganda machine, not on the 
extensive payroll, or simply too open-mined 
to look away. Even though when the story made 
a somewhat limited appearance in the States, 
most of the population was too numbed by 
nerve gas and mind-washing radio 
transmissions to take any notice a few rather 
important and highly influential people did. 
And that was enough, Just those few, to have 
seriously set off a crucial Imbalance in the 
time balance. More than a few people suffered 
to the merciless hands of those who tried to 
P set It right, having great effect in the 
1 course of future US history. 

*V 













gsjjl *MISBp8Aa\ * JBEsz: w 
^3uit{DB0j in jn* 
pw» BJaq ssaoans"^ ft" j< 

*tdM Jl ‘ UOrjBApg bdi 

* ‘raopsiM aaiA^^ Ap^^ 8J0 
•1! adBo^ QLffJ lon 

.01 S80up .^-^gV Tjj ^vp S 

1 01 aeod| (^^™| .fiteas 

ripvap ai ,■<£?!%» a J jgJ' 1BI 

JpOB ‘pJIS HB9tJ 03 il 'jrfBM 

J Monj t Wk/tM cd >0bii o 

I Aom U£Eaf* * 9Mt Sut ^gj&r ^ 

Pt It ^ tL hl , ^y^ JjCbm aqi 
[ a HI H«n»^PiCBM jqjftj aqj oSpfffl 
JI '®ldoad jjb oi 08 iM 0 jjij saqdds s 
;onq8 iq3nn Xaqi isqi Sqojai aiH 
,P®®/l^P®®q jqStui iaqi jBqi ‘iqa 


He began dro11 y, "Her drawn 
sunken features cryptically sought 
for recognition from the dark 
looming figure of her lover, now 
perched almost on top of her frail 
wiry body. 'Speak no more of the 
doings and deeds of this night/ 
hissed an ethereal voice, not that 
of her lover. A trembling lurid 
flash accompanied by a swift 
flushing of movement, a telling sign 
that the two were alone again. The 
burning demand swept over their 
poised bodies, almost pre-positioned 
by some invisible hand excitedly 
arranging the outcome of a toy 
soldier's mock fray. Hours turned 
minutes and time flew as it had 
drained molasses only a turn of a 
corner ago. The two lost, in the 
clutches of anxious passion, fed the 
beast through the expression of this 
plight. Sensuous moans intertwined 
with phobic tears as the two twisted 
(a reality out of some creature's 
sick perversion. Outside the damp 
chamber there crept an arbitration, 
a seeping wound of murderous 
humanity. The disfigurement waxed 
and waned through the hallowed halls 
of its Keeper's ruined palace. 
Reigning knowledge of nothing while 
constantly absorbing all that went 
on. Welts from last night's flogging* 
still stung and its shirt painfully ' 
stuck to its frightfully draining, 
gruesome hide. The mind, a 
collaborated mush, while the body a 
powerful yet pleasure less drooling 
lnnoramality. Knocking about In the 
hall distracted the attention of the 
beast only a spilt second, enough 
time for him to miss the pinnacle. 

The end game beginlng a fury not 
witnessed by any living creature. 

The Insane tyrant whipped and 
flailed and cast about in such 
torrid anguish unknowingly slaying 
the two captives in the most cruelly 
violent manner so that the room 
forever after would be discolored by 
their gore/ 

He paused allowing for the 
proper effect finally continuing. 
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dreamstuff of fablesand 
legends that is. Passed on down the 

y ?? t0 P er P*tuate a coranon 
familiar evil that has walked right 
along side the progression of this 
people. Based probably on some 
Insidious person or more likely a 

of a few 90 ®©what marginal 
evil folk - a vile concoction their 
deeds, but grounded no more in truth 
than along that fine line." He 
_Jexha 1 ed the haze settling slowly on 
*;the table top. He determinedly 
■^ reached for the small cup of mocca 
jwhlch had long since been warm. His 
.ieyes beads of dark marble, almost 
wholly - the lack of white stuck her 
hthen as she restlessly searched for 
something other than his strangely 
particular face to occupy her gaze. 
There sat over in the far corner 
hidden by a newspaper of some 
foreign name, a young attractive 
man, she guessed to be about 
twenty-three, but then she was 
terrible at that sort of thing. A 
lungy chortle cut the silence, as 
the overweight bus boy scurried 
past. The gods are not happy, she 
thought twisting a lock of her hair 
between two long fingers. The sun 
-i?J? ettln9 tonight in the north. 
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Brethren, 


persistence is not a virtue here, we who 
anticipating thee downfall of youth 
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Li 3 ! Rlte Now * turn t0 thee P d 9 e » thee centerfold, if you wl 1 l. thee won 
5 £~.that turns you to mushy pootie. thee won that you enjoy with thee carnal 
r<f"3 PAssures of adam towarded eve. you can sing down moses you can praise 
' * * thee beast of lore you can just dew It. gods, nay elementals, turn their 
® backs to you 

L“| culminated your worst fear, 

, ® j. this line of thinkings, thee numbers are arranged and you have yet to 
1.“ <0 give them your whole, a fool may have been inbred once a miltiuem but a 
. o » sucker can oniee suck once, fall lo thee slick prerepetetlve line of 
r§ * thinkings.. .you fall !o thee natural Oder which is simply a hoax of 
3 2, grand design, you nos this and laugh still along side the demon who 
j g.5 created it such, a final beat missing, the linear notes written by some 
-^■main-squeeze hltie suited father dowllng type - maybe thee great hitman 
i*I his self bob larson? - nonetheeless thee answers to bob's blowing wind 
-3jf g ues tl° n Is hidden in nell's book of thee dead page neo-pagan, albut, 1 
leaf you puzzled? silly mortal the quest for virginal Justice begun by 
® saint b/f is won of vain expectations, listen to won who had traveled in 
ai;sthee footfalllngs to a fault, there was not a tribunal pact with thee 
druids, they fell bye theyselves. no won foresake them, they left ov 
a ^ 3 they own accord, back to the plight of your petty Intellect, brutish, 
aperhaps, yet woefully inspired - eye push you out ov thee light into 
gS ^ thee illumination CslcJ. fall lo thee lojlck, man created thee substance 
a-a* ingested creating thus, thee bestial profit who spit In thee flight of 
^ S freedumb and traditional law to create a myth based In non-proven fable, 
thee sad outcum - you bent down sucking in maglckal proportions and 
whispering thee dead lies created souly to push you aside, leafing you 
-Hi dead, cries ov proof cum running down like so much wasted jlsm, still 
*-a your petty theology is easily undermined for the foundation Is loosely 
fSg ,aln b ? people like me. eye am thee living proof ov all this, belief in 
»s® me 9hal! bee the hoJe in law. He is thee law. lies under bill. 

BELIEF IN ME SHALL BEE THEE HOLE IN THEE LAW! LIE IS THEE LAW! LIES 
2 §£ UNDER BILL! 

INSIGNIA OF THE ORDER OF ILLUMINATI WHICH IS THE m 
REVERSE OF THE U.S. SEAL AND APPEARS ON U.S. $1.00 BILLS U 

,i i -)T'miTWITlTnTlTr fliT "Till— 
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The above insignia of th« Order of Illu¬ 
minati m adopted by Welihaupt at the 
time he founded the Order, on Maj i, 1776.' 
ft la that mat that la memorialised bjr ■ 
the 1IDCOLXXVI at the base of the pyramid, ■ 
and not the date of the signing of the De- i 
deration of Independence, aa the nninfomed 
have supposed. 

The eignificaace of the design la ae fol- 1 
Iowa: the pyramid represents too conspiracy ■ 
for destruction of the Catholic (Universal I 
Christian) Ohurcb, and establishment of a 
J “One World.'* or UN dictatorship, the “ae- 
...M cret" of the Order; the eye rsdlsting in all i 
- -direction!, ia the “all-spying eye" that aym* 


;en won derfully and gloriously in- froverbs, w as ins I 

Company ^Undertakers 

What is the meanihg of wisdomV years ago. Perhafa 
ebster t who is probably the best billions of people 

omAftimacj mn|« 


^ j erst" of the tirder and to terrorise the popo 
lace into aoceptenos of ita rule. This "0| 
had its first workout la the Reign of Terror I 
of tha French Revolution, which it was 
instrumental in organising. It is a source 
of amazement that tha electorate tolerates 
the continuance of nee of thia insignia aa 
part of the Orest Beal of the U. S. 

“ANNU1T pOEPna- means “our enter- j 
prise (conspiracy) bee been crowned with 
Huccese.’* Below, “NOVU8 ORIX) 8ECLO- = 
RUM" explains the nature of the enter- \. 
prise; and it means “a New Social Order",£ 
or “Now i)<•«!." / 
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THE GOOD SON 


The sidewalk says "SATAN" in quaint, light blue 
letters like a priviliged baby boy’s nursery. I walk home 
from the train, next to Carter park, and watch five or six 
little boys huddled under the bicycle path embankment. 
One says, "Jerry." 

"SUCKS DICK!” the rest chime in, perfectly 
coordinated. I laugh. 

"Jerry-" 

"SUCKS DICK! ! !" Some people in the park start 
whooping and giggling. 

"Jerry-" he keeps chanting and begins to jump up and 
down to the rhythm in a furious dance. 

"SUCKS DICK!" Now some in the park have taken 
up the chorus. I look over at them and see a skinny, 
stooped boy in a yellow-and-blue striped shin, jeans, 
and abnormally thick eyeglasses drag his beat-up 
sneakers through the dirt. He moves away from the 
crowd, tired. I presume this is Jeiry- 

"SUCKS DICK! ! !" The whole park screams with 
laughter and shouting. Jerry crosses the street and enters 
one of the anonymous project buildings across from the 
park. The last I see of him is framed by the reflection, in 
his thick lenses, of the dropping, late-aftemoon sun; he 
starts up the second flight of stairs, looking back at the 
people in the park. I notice they're not paying attention to 
him anymore- they have apparently forgotten the whole 
thing. 

Jerry pulls the string and key necklace off and unlocks 
the door to his apartment. He opens the door and sees 
the usual: dark, except for the blue haze of a television 
set. As his eyes adjust, he steps inside and sees the dim 
light that falls on the form of his father, sitting in the . 
couch, beer in hand, wearing an undershirt and a pair of 
boxers to cover his sagging corpus. The usual. 

His father looks down at Jerry, knowing the mother 
will not come home from work until well past seven. 
The kid’s getting good at it, too, thought the father. 
Doesn’t even choke anymore. 

That night Jerry sucked dick. 


BEEP! 

Hello, this is Ted Homacker. I’m not able to come tt 
the phone right now, but if you leave your name anc 
number at the sound of the tone, I'll be happy to get bad 
to you as soon as possible." So the machine said as Tec 
walked into his apartment, setting his keys, coat, am 
briefcase down on the black leather sofa. The sun wa< 
barely down through his sliding glass door; Ted tumec 
on the sleek halogen lamp and it shone on the white 
* ceding, lighting the living room. He ran a hand through 
M * 1 . 1S hair and let out a sigh. Another day shot down. He 
■ listened as the machine spoke- now in a woman's voice: 

Uh, hi. Ted? This is Julie . . . you know, from 
Tuesday night? At Bamaby’s.” The pleading, whiny 
tone of her voice made Ted smile a little smile as he sat 
back in the couch and sighed again. ”1 was wondering if 
we could maybe get together. Again. You know, dinner 
maybe some drinks or something. Give me a call or 
something, my number's eight five four o two one three 
... but I guess you know that.” She paused, then with a 
nervous burst,"Well, bye!" The machine clicked off and 
Ted got up to heat himself a slice of pizza. 

He had to eat and get dressed quickly; Leah tonight 
His underwear shifted softly. Oh Julie, you dry little 
cunt, he thought, why can't you and your sisters 
understand that these nights are strictly one of a kind! 
Don’t you know? It’s half the fun! 

The phone rang, then cut off as the machine clicked 
on. Again. Ted: "Hello, this is Ted Homacker. I'm not 
able to come to the phone right now-” Ah! The armies of 
the world should have such a defense, he told himself, 
then laughed aloud, alone. Beyond the windows, night 
had come. 

He. listened to the machine. It was someone named 
Debbie; she had been Monday, but he didn't remember. 

Ted’s answering machine was an Elsie Phone-Mate. It 
featured several luxury functions -the most of important 
was an on-line playback so that Ted could listen to his 
messages when he was away from home- but was still 
an ordinary answering machine. His buddies were all 
accustomed to enduring the machine every time they 
called and joked with him that it was the only thing he'd 
ever spent more than two nights with. Except for his 
bed. As Ted stepped into his dark apartment after an 
especially rare "Saturday Night Strike Out”, the only 
light in the room was the small, glowing red bulb of the 
machine; the phone rang, there was a click, and the red 
light began flashing slowly. It was so familiar. He heard 
himself, there was a beep, then the voice of an unknown 
woman. It was calm and measured, sterile, a voice so far 
from the girls Ted usually picked up that he furrowed his 
brow and turned towards the machine. He stared at the 
red light turn on and off in the daifc. "Hello Ted, this is 
Elsie." 

Elsie? his mind spit ont.Who the fuck was Elsie? In 
his confusion, he could only think of a matronly white 
animal being milked. Ted was confounded. 














"How are you? How did it go tonight?” the voice in the 
machine asked politely. There was a pause. Ted 
furrowed his brow even further, then opened his eyes 
wide as he realized that the machine was waiting for an 
answer. What the fuck? Ted asked himself; he felt his 
heartbeat quickening and a trembling come from the 
elbows down into his arms. He became afraid. What the 
fuck is this? The machine was still waiting for an 
answer. Oh fuck what the fuck what the fuck what the 
fuck IS this? 

"Don't you feel like talking, Ted? Oh, I know you're 
here." Elsie's words began to sound familiar. They 
began pleading, "Ted, talk to me... please... I'm not 
like the rest of them... am I, Ted? I'm not like the rest 
of them ... I know I mean more to you than any of 
those- 1 ' and with some disdain, "-girls. Am I, Ted?" Ted 
stumbled backwards, away from die machine, and sat in 
a wiry chair at a the dinner table. He never used it 

The machine became more and more desperate. It 
sobbed, "Please speak to me, Ted . . . don't leave me 
alone . . . just. . . please, let me hear your voice . . . 
Ted ... I... I love you, Ted." Elsie’s voice broke and 
shifted into hyperventilated cries, moans, and sobs. 

"Holy shit," whispered Ted, shaking uncontollably in 
abject tenor. 

"Is that you, Ted? Oh, Ted!" Intense glee flowed 
through the machine's voice. "Oh, Ted! You're here! 
I'm sooooooo glad! You gave me such a scare!" 

Before he knew what he was doing, Ted was up. For a 
shocked second, he stood and stared at the machine with 
wild eyes. Then he was gone, rushing out the door, 
down four flights of stairs, through the lobby, and into 
the winter streets. He had no keys or coat; his wallet, 
however, was still in his pocket "That'll be enough," he 
said to the night air. 

Macy's opens at seven. Only six more hours-1 can 
wait that long. No problem. The town that doesn't sleep, 
right? Yes. Whatever the hell's going on, it'll be taken 
care of. A new machine'll do it. Go in, buy the thing, 
and hook it up to .. . the old machine. Yeah. No 
problem. Ha! I answer no messages! None. I can filter 
anybody ... His mind wrapped itself around the image, 
nestled it warm inside himself as he walked along the 
snow covered sidewalks, mumbling to himse lf 

He put his last quarter in and dialed Mom's number. 
She won’t believe this, he thought For a while there I 
thought I was going nuts. He heard it ring; " Hello, this 
is Janice Homacker. I'm not able to come to the phone 
right now, but if you leave your name and number at the 
sound of the tone, 111 be glad to get back to you as soon 
as possible." 

He never made it back home. 

Elsie lost a lover and Janice lost a son: Ted froze to 
death in a shop doorway in front of Macy's. 



I HATE EVERYTHING 


There was once a sad, toothless old man bom withoi 
testicles. Walking in the prairie, this toothless 
testicleless bag of misery was struck by a sudden an 
all-powerful distaste for his his environment. 

He glared at a shrub, one of many scattered throughou 
the prairie. He wished the shrub wasn't there- it annovet 
him, which is of couse perfectly understandable. Wh« 
can blame him? The miraculous part is that this man wa 
the just the slightest bit . . . well, lonesome. Am 
deranged. When he spoke to the shrub, saying, T hatt 
you, shrub! Go away," the shrub went away. I 
disappeared into nothingness, not unlike a person beins 
trans-ported" on Star Trek. 

"Oh shit," said the man whose name, incidentally, wa: 
Juniper. He looked around, amazed, filling himself with 
gnm pride and pleasure. "Tree," he shouted, "get tht 
fuck outta here!" The tree, naturally, was no more. He 
walked along, dismissing everything he came across as 
utter shit and entirely worthless, henceforth sending it al 
away by dissolving it into thin air. Soon, he found thai 
his reach extended far beyond his immediate field o 
vision. "Sky, make yourself scarce," he shouted, and 
there followed an absolute, impenetrable darkness. 

"FUCK IT!" he finally shrieked (and I mean finally). 
"I want it ALL gone! I HATE EVERYTHING!!!" He 
felt a slight rumble as all sensation left his 
once-inadequate body. He couldn't feel the ground under 
his feet; when he thought of reaching down to feel 
himself, there weren't any hands to feel with, much less 
any flesh to be felt. 

Eventually, Juniper became disgusted with the 
nothingness he had created and thought. No lips to 
speak, Juniper - you're not even a man now. Well, you 
never were ... I hate the nothingness. Go away . . . 
please! He then realized that the nothingness was the 
only thing he couldn't make disappear. That was 


* % 


THE END 
























, People pay to see others believe in themselves .. .on 
i stage, in the midst of rock V roll, many things happen 
1 and anything can happen, whether people come as 
tj voyeurs or come to submit to the moment." s 

-Kim Gordon £ 


| "I'm hoping for an early death...’ 




-The Singer ^ 
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The farewell note had been written. The blood vessels 
in Edward's eyes flared- he hadn't slept in more days 
than he could remember. He had stolen the car, 
slaughtered the pale bobby, and thus procured the gun. 
He had driven to Kilbum, shoved his way through the 
crowd to the steel double-doors, then shoved his way 
through another crowd into the auditorium- suspicious 
glances at his sweating, twitch-laden face, but no metal 
detector. Now Edward was ready to do his god a favor. 

He stood facing the stage, pressed against the three 
layers of fanatics chat lay between himself and the barrier 
with steadily increasing pressure. There was the stage, 
and he simply bowed his head respectfully (there was no 
room to kneel). He stood for three hours, waiting, 
trembling, and sweating. His hands were in his pockets, 
the right clinching and unclinching his sweaty flesh 
around the gun's handle in a steady rhythmic motion. He 
took in the crowd’s foul smell. Then it was time. 

Entrance music played at a low volume over the 
monitors, a slow classical piece as tragic and grim as 
Edward's resolve; he couldn't recognize it The ministers 
walked onto the stage with their instruments and the 
crowd let out a roar that drowned out the classical music. 

Edward twitched again. As the guitarist stooped down 
to connect a plug and check his equipment the Singer 
stepped out from behind the huge, brilliant white sheets 
that cov ered the back of the stage. He stepped up to the 


microphone stand wearing jeans and a polka-dotted dress 
shirt He kept His head bowed as His hand reached up 
and caressed the microphone with long white fingers. He 
leaned the stand toward his face and mumbled a hello. 
The crowd cheered maniacally; many wept. The 
drummer tapped a three-count on his high-hat, and the 
monitors blared out a fast rendition of the latest hit- there 
was even a video for it in the States. 

There was a sudden rush forward that crushed Edward 
between the fanatics in front of and behind him. In the 
recoil, he pulled the pistol out of his pocket and held it 
against his stomach. He watched the Singer's closed 
eyes and moving lips. He watched the Singer jerk His 
head back in spastic, ecstatic reverie. Edward raised the 
aim which held the gun over the heads of the crowd and 
heard a couple of fanatics behind him let out insignificant 
shrieks; the wall of sound coming from the monitors j 
drowned them out He took a last look at the Singer and . 
saw the Singer look back at him, twist His sacred mouth 
into a smile, and spread His arms out. He was still - 
holding the top of the microphone stand with His left - 
hand, waiting and forever holy. Edward's trembling 
hand stilled itself and his face broke out into a beaming 
smile of relief. He pulled the trigger and watched another 9 
beautiful spasm rock the body of the Singer. * 

He smiled with relief even as the fanatics pulled his R 
body apart, bathing themselves in the blood of the martyr g 
and the apostle who was himself a martyr. 


i 



I wonder if other people hear voices in 
their heads? I certainly do. I can hear one 
now * • • It's saying: " I wonder if 

other people hear voices in their heads? I 
certainly do. " 


WANTED FOR TRADE, COPY, OR LOAN: Survival 
Research Laboratories videos or articles; Kenneth Anger 
movies on video; anything even remotely related to 
Morrissey •esp, a collection of all his videos- except 
boring teeny bopper mag shit; any books, movies, or 
zines anyone cares enough to share with me. Hoodwink 
zinc no. 5 w/ Paul Weinman, Jello Biafra, and much 
more available now for .75* ppd. All correspondence to: 
200 SE 15 Rd* #16D Miami, FL 33129 USA Thanks. 

























PROM WHORE: 


A Rejection of the Projection of Post-Virginal Guilt 




Welcome to an adventurous coming-of-age ritual. It is 
another sort of high school graduation, an American rite 
of passage. This is your fullly-sanctioned introduction to 
institutionalized sex. Ceremony. Tradition. The cum 
watering and dripping is your diploma. Congratulations. 


dresses her part according to the modem aesthetic; her 
costume is a sign posted to the world: FOR SALE. 


The prom boy pays for the limousine, the tickets, the 
booze, and -most importantly- the classy hotel room. A 
snapshot, a don't-do-anything-we-wouldn't-do, and a 
wink from the parents send the initiates on their way. 

The only thing the prom girl has to take care of is her 
costume. She is like a storefront with every single item 
in its inventory on display in the window. 

She says, "I don't know. I feel like I owe him so 
much. He's paying for everything! I guess I should go 
to the hotel with him or whatever." SOLD. 


The woman on the street is a whore. The flesh and 
mind are obviously in stock. The dignity and the 
humanity are well-hidden in a backroom. Her mystery is 
infinite. The whore never sinks low enough to pay for 
her sexual fantasies with money. She sells her body no 
more and no less than the wretches who drag their 
corpses to the offices and factories of the world, day in¬ 
day out. The whore is never as pathetic as those who 
pay- not to mention those who only wish to pay. She 


"Indignation at the hypocritical vanity of proper wives 
and at the fraud of the just and open society ... There 
was more happiness in finding the remains of a 
beautifully woven pattern among castaway rags than in 
finding spatters and stains on a wall proclaimed 
immaculate ... Sometimes in the depths of corruption 
flowers of human sympathy and fruits of perfumed tears 
are to be found and gathered." 

-from "Bokuto Kidan" by Kafu 











A forgotten trend in Egyptology, 
which all 'serious' archaeologists 
suspiciously lost respect for and 
Interest In in 1937 A.D. (1), deals 
with the ancients' experiments in 
sound recording. There was a time 
previous to this unexplained cutoff 
date when the unearthed rudimentary 
recording contraptions would 
regularly be put on display in 
various European and United States 
museums. During this period, small 
Intellectual/socialite groups would 
converge upon these displays, or 
even pay hefty sums of money to host 
the machines in their own enormous 
mansions. The Egyptologists who 
supplied these dusty fetishes were 
shunned by the academic 
establishment for pandering to the 
sensationalist tastes of their 
nouveau riche patrons, but could 
always be assured of a hefty tip 
from the latter, and thus, cared 
little for the opinions of the 
former (2). Eventually, though, some 
other form of mysticism became all 
the rage, and many of the machines 
were lost or given to aging museum 
curators who thought that they were 
jewelry boxes or foot stools, and 
placed them onto shelves in 
unfrequented storage rooms. 

The fact is that a small core group 
of Egyptologists did concentrate 
their labor and studies on this 
fascinating phenomenon. Their works, 
shunned by the academic 
establishments of the time, were 
rarely published, and those that 
were printed are long out of print. 

It was the unanimous but decidedly 
unpopular conclusions that many 
pharaohs did indeed possess working 
recording devices. The sound quality 
was naturally poor, and most 
recordings had to be repeated over 
and over until the recorder picked 
them up satisfactorily. They were 
rather compact, ranging from 3' by 


3' by 3' to 10' by 10' by S'. The 
building materials were Imported 
from far and wide. Sadly, the 
constructions cannot be duplicated 
today because several of the crucial 
elements were various juices of now 
extinct fruits and plants, and 
organic fluids secreted by equally 
vanished animals. However, Professor 
Ecche Ban Anna of Brazil is 
currently attempting to approximate 
the recipe with avocado juice, the 
pituitary secretions of the American 
least chipmunk, and filings from the 
fossilized remains of the beak of 
his native country's extinct giant 
toucan. 

As far as we can tell from the work 
of the few people who studied this 
phenomenon, the ancient Egyptians' 
obsession with the afterlife led 
many of them to have a special 
"court Inventor" (3) whose job it 
usually was to work on contraptions 
that could somehow aid or ease the 
transition Into the afterlife. This 
entire process was, of course, 
shrouded in myth and superstition. 
Every pharaoh had his own theory on 
the afterlife. For this reason, the 
variety of machines that have been 
found represent separate attempts to 
make the same machine for different 
purposes. 

One popular belief, held by two or 
three different pharaohs, was that a 
mummy, upon awakening on the "other 
side", would sometimes forget who it 
was, lose touch with the pharaohs' 
soul. This suspicion was probably 
fueled by a fear that the rather 
strong embalming fluid would "wash 
away" the memories of the body. The 
pharaohs Insured their post-death 
meetings with whatever assorted sets 
of gods, deml-gods and demons they 
planned on meeting by pre-recording 
their side of the conversations. 
Whether this was so the mummy could 
be reminded of its purpose and 


U) "I have had Just about bloody enou# of this Ancient Egyptian sound recording bosh, 1 Lord Puwhrey 
Radish Nottingham, article in the Royal British Archaeologists Society and Parcheesl Club Journal, 1937. 

(2) One mich upstart, Dr. Niguel Arroz Caliente of Madrid's Unlversldad National Quljote de Nlerda penned 
this entry in his 1911 diary: 

"...to hell with those old farts at the academy, kissing their hairy buttocks will further neither my 
progress nor that of the study of Ancient Egypt. However, the ten thousand peso check that Princess 
ftjglianna has passed on to me in exchange for that bone box I found lying in the anteroom of Pharaoh 
Tatatslkh's tomb (after old professor Russi had ransacked it for those stupid clay figures he finds so 
fascinating) will have quite the opposite effect. I will live like a king for the next decade, and will 
decidedly finance myself on a number of trips to that hot land. And I must note that Princess Gugilanna 


memorize the words in what must have 
certainly been a somewhat dazed 
state (called the “Dictaphone' 
function), or use the voice to 

replace its own (referred to as the 
"Leepseenc' function), no one was 
sure. 

A later offshoot of this line of 
thinking was carried on by Pharaoh 
En Slcklopea, whose beliefs 
represented the "rebirth* of the 
mummy into the afterlife as 
enormously confusing and numbing. 
For this reason, he commissioned a 
plethora of scientists and 
philosophers to record the basic 
facts about the universe to give the 
mummy some grounding. 

Another ancient incident that has 
been discovered deals with a 
renegade runaway slave who stole one 
of the machines and used It to 
record a forbidden ceremony in which 
fifteen eunuch were possessed by a 
demon god, and all simultaneously 
spoke blasphemies and curses for 
nine hours. The resourceful slave, 
named Her She 11 Stak, many years 
later led an army to battle against 
the pharaoh who had formerly 
enslaved him. Her Shell Stak's army 
was led by an enormous amplifier 
that he built himself. Placed on 
gigantic roller wheels, this 
loudspeaker won him the battle in 
the first recorded Instance of 
mechanically aided psychological 
warfare. 

No one ever thought to record music. 
But there wasn / t much to record. 
Most instruments had a scale of 
about three notes, not allowing for 
much variety (4). 
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